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Win the ks ita Ro the ſmalleſt e had extend - 
ed it's empire over the greater part of the globe, it abandoned thoſe principles 
of conduct which had been the cauſe of it's increaſe and greatneſs. Inftead of 
thoſe domeſtic virtues, which had formed the character of its citizens, tò excel 
in every ſpecies of public exertion, - an enervating indolence and ſenſuality wers 
gradually introduced. The conqueſt of Afia, deluged Italy, both with the 
riches and vices of the Eaſt, aud Lucullus, entered the City, leſs the Conqueror 
of Mithridates, than the deſtroyer of the virtues of his country. From 
that fatal period, all reverence'to the ancient diſcipline or inſtitutions, ſeems to 
have been totally loſt; all ranks of men ruſhed headlong into the moſt pro- 
 Higate luxury: the only conteſt between Patricians and Plebeians was, w 
ſhould be moſt corrupt; and the public Liberty, as might be expected, was 
abandoned to every invader. Rome, no longer peopled by patriots and heroes, 
became the miſerable nurſe of tyrants: and flaves; a theatre whete Ambition 
called her votaries to mutual ſlaughter ; and a dreadful ſpectacle to the aſtoniſhed * 
world, of the miſeries which attend ſuceeſsfuſ oppreſſion, and greatreſs not found- 
ed upon virtue. Hlla, after having inured his ſoldiers to the murder of their 
allies, in the ſocial war, by a natural pro reſſion of guilt, armed them againſt 
the laws and liberties of their country. The Roman ſoldier, from that inſtant, 
became a deſperate aſſaſſin, who wore a ſword for the perpetration of every 
crime. The ſacred flame of public freedom, or private affection, was extin- 
guiſhed in his unrelenting breaſt ; and he ſaid to his general, 


« Pedtore fi fratris, gladium jugulove parentis, 
«© Condere me jubeas, gravideve in viſcera parti 
« Conjugis, invitd peragam tamen omnia dextrd.” 


In this ſtate of affairs the celebrated Triumvirate aroſe. Three individuals, 
Ceſar, Pompey, and Craſſus, after having triumphed over the laſt efforts, which 

the defenders of their Country's rights were able to make, ſhared the Roman 
empire, like an hereditary patrimony, among them. To Craſſus were allotted 

the Eaſtern Provinces, in which his avarice had long meditated an unprovoked 

war, to gratify itſelf with the ſpoils and riches of thoſe favor'd countries He 


Was 


* 
K ; 


was therefore no ſooner inveſted with theſe new new powers, thap-. he ial prepa- 
rations for an expedition againſt the Parthians. This people was at that time 
in alliance with his own nation, and therefore the injuſtice of attacking them, 
was too flagrant-not to excite horror and deteſtation even in the minds of the 
corrupted and. degenerated Romans themſelves: particularly Arrius, one 
of the tybunes. of the people, after having ineffectually oppoſed this im- 
pious war, array'd- himself in the ſolemn. veſtments which were uſed in 
the dreadful. ceremonies. of devoting. any one to the - infernal Gods, and 
placed himſelf at the gate, through which Craſſus was to lead his troops to the 
Parthian expedition. In this habit he met that general, and ſcattering} incencg 
over a fire which burnt be fore him, muttered the moſt horrid execrations, and 
devoted Craſſus and his legions to deſtruction. The Romans believed that 
theſe execrations were never ineffectual z. but their effects wete thought ſo fatal, 
even to the perſon who pronounced them, that they were very rarely practiced. 
Hiſtory informs us, that in this. inſtance the popular ſuperſtition was not de- 
ceived; for Craſſus - ſuffered the moſt ſhameful defeat; and after having ſeen 
the deſtruction of almoſt his whole army, was himſelf e. Th 
action of Ae. is the ſubject of | the OR. | 
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\ * H E N ſordid CRASSU S led his deſtin d band, | 


To fall unpitied on. the Parthian ſtrand : 
Before the city gates, his fatal way, 


He ſtood, and. ſilent mark'd the long array. 

While through the glitt'ring files he darts his eyes 5 
Unuſual tranſports in his boſom riſe, | 
He taſtes the glories: of the diſtant war, 


Sees captive. Monarchs ſtruggle at his car; 


The Parthian trembling i in his wild 1 
And Rome s proud eagle towring oer the plains. 
B. 8 Thus, 


44 
— 


1 

Thus, while to fate and future evils blind, 

He rolls imagin'd triumphs in his mind; 
The mournful prophet oſ his Country's woes, 
In ſullen majeſty the tribune roſe. 


One hand ſtretch'd out, invokes celeſtial ire, 


And one extended Oer a glimmering fire, 


Feeds with inceſſant toil the fatal flame, 

Which gleams portentous to the Roman name— 
A ſudden fear, the ſtarting hoſt impedes— 
Back roll the legions—back recoil the ſteeds— 
Ev'n he, the haughty Chief, beyond the reſt, 


Felt ſecret horrors tear, his guilty breaſt ; 
While a loud voice, that hook the dark hes. 


Thus utterd dreadful words, and call d th avenging 
Gods. 


With ev'ry power of heaven and earth thy fe, 
Whither, O gloomy warrior, doſt thou g0 7 
What moves thy mind to quit thy glitt ring home, : 
The pomps and glories of imperial Rome ? 3 

3 5 Where 


as 
Where ſong and dance chace gently down the light, 
And pleaſure rows her roIcHU Wer this night; ) 
Where ſmiling beauty offers all her charms, 
And every Syren woos thee to her arms © 
Is it in vain that ravag d nature pours ; 
Her choiceſt gifts on yon rapacious ſhores ? 
To glut thy pride, mild Afia yields her ſpoils, 
Vext Europe bleeds, and e Afric toils.— 
Is it too little to content thy ſoul, 
That from the ſcorch'd Equator to the Pole 
No ſound is heard, throu gh all the wide domains, b 


But Roman ſcourges, and the dank of chains? 2 
And now, leſt perſecuted Freedom hide, 


Some ſecret eyrie from thy impious Pride; Rs 
Where fenc'd by rocks, her choſen brood ſhe forms, 
To face the firm. and mount upon the ſtorms ; 8 


Thy pride impels thee, on this favor d ſeat, 


To rouze her eagle i in its laſt retreat. — 


: 


For this thy banners flutter in the wind ; 


Oaths loſe their power, and treaties coals to bind. 


This 


This fills thy hand — n 
Its eee I, yr e d of FY l 0» 


Heaven prompts my voice, inſpires theſe. accents KL 
And all the furies menace round my head! 
Thrice, warrior, I devote thee to the tomb. — — 


Hear loweſt Hell, and ratify the doom !— 

Lo! thrice 1 ſcatter, with a banelyl1 hand- 11 61 
Funereal flames on yon devoted band! 4s nnd art; 
Theſe are the flames of horror and alight, 


Diſhonourable death. and ſhameful flight. 10. 11) 
Snatch d from the mourntul realms of een night), 
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Again 1 eqve—Again I feel dl jhe 3 
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He ruſhes to my { ſoul, and ſhakes the weak Rar 


Proud 1 impious Rome ! whoſe gilded | turrets Tile. 
Dreadful to man, and odious to the ſkies ;. 


Where foul corruption ſtains the conſcious] light, 
And N he. 1 N crime pollutes the s night... 
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Where in the very ſhrines, to Freedom vowd, 


Foul Comus howls his frantic orgies loud— 
Where tyranny erects her hundred thrones, 

And deaf tanature's voice, and pity's groans, 

Ev'n mid the ſong,. the. dance, the lute's ſoft breath, 
Feeds her remorſeleſs ſoul with deeds of death ; 

And circld with the vreath Which pleaſure weaves, . 
Stains with the blood of men the. drooping leaves: 
O'er thee, O Rome, and thy proud walls on high, 
Stern vengeance: hovers in the lurid ſky ! —— 

From the drear regions of the frozen — 
Lo! deſolation calls her ſquadrons fort!l! 
Reſiſtleſs in their rage, I ſee the band, 

Spread like a gath xing whirlwind. ofer the land. 
Ruin purſues their Reps, war ſtalks bæfore, WET 
And Slaughter marks his way with ſtreams of e, 
Now burſis the tempeſt on yon radiant: ſpires, | 
And wrapt in pitchy clouds, and ſmould ring fires, 
The. tyrant of-the world, and foe to peace, expir 
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Now Chief! purſue the purpoſe of thy Hate! 
Lead theſe devoted legions to their fate! Mette LOR 
Though ſwiſter than the wind thy eagles f/ 
The Parthian ſhaft ſhall reach them in tlie {ky. 15: 
Here ſtand the limits of the Roman pride, U Bim H 
And Heaven and Hell roll back the ſwelling tie. 
Thus hurling flames, dn yonder ghaſtliy bands, 
I blaſt; their courage, and diſarm their hands. 
By this: the ſpear ſings harmleſs through their gales, 
The ſword. is blunted, and the arrow fails 
While every javelin by a foe impreſt., 
Shall ſtamp its'vengeance on a Roman breaſt.— 


7 "# i 
* - . 


What are thy troops?—A weak and ſervile train, 
Allur d to deeds of death by: ſordid gain. 1 
Their Country's ſhaine The pamper d City's lees, 
Unnerv'd by indolence, and vile diſeaſe, © + | 
Whom neither honor warms, nor Peace and Freedom 
| lens onil bas abavnio H, Gai gan-, IP | 
$,.om flave of lawlefs por, and Toe 46 right; © 
Thy darł aſſaſſin ruſhes to the fight: 


* , E © . 
i os, 
Nor love, nor ſhame, his harden'd boſom ee 
Nor tender ſympathy. for human woes : | 


But nurs'd in foreign war, or civil ſtrife, 
Stranger to all the ties which ſweeten life, 
As chance directs, a guilty ſword he draws, 
For ev'ry leader, and in ev'ry cauſe, —— 
Hopes thy fond ſoul, with bands like theſe, to tame 
The Parthian warrior's fierce and 880 flame? 
In native liberty ſecure, he fears 

| Nor thy bright falchins, nor thy barbed — 


He ſpurs his courſer, ſwifter than the wind, 
And leaves che terrors ot thy war behind:; 


Then ruſhes to the fight with ſhifted reins, | 
And half thy boaſted legions ſtrew the plains, 


SINE — 
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What brings the ſcreaming vultures from afar ? 


They ſcent the carnage, and expect the war, 

þ Ye fowls obſcene, and ev'ry ravenous beaſt, 

N Exulting come !—I call ye to the feaſt, 5 
| 2 

| 


Ye clanging! kgs" oe al the ſhore, 
And bathe your pinions. in Patrician: gore 
Nor longer rob the monſters of their prey! 
No more my voice detains thee! from the fields, 


Go, Craſſus go - Purſue thy. fatal way. 
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The furies triumph, and thy. genius yields, 
But whenthe ſhout ef deſolation roars. 


And carnage deluges the waſted ſhores·— 


Amid the ſcene of anguiſh and affright, 


- — 


Of dubi@us horror, WE e - - I. 
Think on the doom thy adverſe gods declare, 1 


Think n — — e DOG. 
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